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like Satan, these fellows retain the unconquered propen-
sity to defiance, even in the midst of defeat and despair.
This morning we passed a great number of the disbanded
garrison of Conde, and they were the most horrid-look-
ing cut-throats I ever saw, extremely disposed to be very
insolent, and only repressed by the consciousness that all
the villages and towns around are occupied by the allies*
They began by crying to us in an ironical tone, Vive le

JRoi; then followed,   sotto voce,  Sacre B------,  Mille

diables, and other graces of French eloquence. I felt
very well pleased that we were armed, and four in num-
ber; and still more so that it was daylight, for they
seemed most mischievous ruffians. As for the appear-
ance of the country, it is, notwithstanding a fine harvest,
most melancholy. The windows of all the detached
houses on the road are uniformly shut up; and you see
few people, excepting the peasants who are employed in
driving the contributions to maintain the armies. The
towns are little better, having for the most part been
partially injured by shells or by storm, as was the case
both of Cambrai and Peronne. The men look very
sulky; and if you speak three words to a woman, she is
sure to fall a-crying. In short, the politesse and good-
humor of this people have fled with the annihilation of
their self-conceit; and they look on you as if they thought
you were laughing at them, or come to enjoy the triumph
of our arms over theirs. Postmasters and landlords are
all the same, and hardly to be propitiated even by Eng-
lish money, although they charge us about three times
as much as they durst do to their countryfolks. As for
the Prussians, a party of cavalry dined at our hotel at
Mons, eat and drank of the best the poor devils had left
to give, called for their horses, and laughed in the face
of the landlord when he offered his bill, telling him they
should pay as they came back. The English, they say,
have always paid honorably, and upon these they indem-
nify themselves. It is impossible to marchander, for ifny of Btirns's poems.
